'Bed? You will be lucky if you sleep tonight. Can you not hear the
wind? My sister-in-law lives in Gavan. She is certain this wind means
no good.'

'We always get storms in the autumn/ insisted Frossia, but the
elder woman scowled at her.

"Storms? That is all you know about it. You look too young to
remember 1902. That was a flood . . . Why, the whole of Gavan was
under the sea, and Ochta, and Wiborg Side. I remember postmen and
milkmen rowing along the Fourteenth Line, and children laughing at
them. That was funny, you see, but what happened at Gavan was no
fun. The sea just walked in, and what help was there? Whole streets of
tiny wooden houses were like so many nuts cracked by the water. In
some of the streets water rose to fifteen feet, they said, and there were
corpses floating about for days. Fun! When it was all over, fine ladies
drove about in carriages, all furs and silks, and set up a fund, but they
built some more wooden houses everywhere in Gavan. Was that sense,
I ask you? They never learnt any better. Wooden hovels were good
enough for the poor,' and she spat on the floor.

Soon they were silent, and after a lengthy pause they discovered they
must shout at one another to be heard at all. The wind rose to a frenzy
as if all the noise in all the innumerable worlds were gathered together
into something compact and terrific.

*It is a bad storm,' Frossia murmured just to comfort herself.

The kitchen grew unbearably cold. They exchanged brief good
nights and crept to their warrens. The feeling of exultation, produced
by the savoury stew, had long since died. There was nothing but the
wind left in a dark and cold and howling world. Frossia wished they
might all have stayed together. Their company, she knew, would be
hardly congenial, but such as it was, it promised more than the solitude
of her own little room. She wished she might find herself across the
river, in Galernaya Street, with Elena Ivanovna or even Paulina
Pavlovna, but the evening had long since closed in, it would have been
insane even to try and brave the wind across the bridge, and, rather
disconsolate, Frossia crept into her dark and cold room. She felt she
was alone and, huddled under her ragged blankets, she remembered a
prayer once mentioned by Igor, not a prose prayer but one in verse.
They had a beautiful Latin name for it, he said, 'the Golden Sequence,'
and it answered. Igor's Latin was very rough and halting, he had
merely picked up a few words here and there, mostly guessing at the
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